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I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In fharing out that which you hauepildfrom me; 

Which of \ on trembles not thatlooke on me? 

If not, that I being Qucene, you bow like lubic&s, 

Yet that by you depofd, you quakelike rebels; 

O gentle vi!Jame,doenot turnc away, 

(//o.Foulevs rinkled witch, what makft thou in my fight.? 
^«.J/4.Butrepetition of what thou hallraard, & 

That will 1 make, before I let thee goc ; 

A husband and afonne thou oweft vnto me, 

And thouakingdome.allofyouaUeagence; 

Theforrow that I haue, by rightisyours, 

And a!lthepleafuresyouvfurpe,ismine, 
t/'/o.Thecurfe me noble father laide on thee. 

When thou didil crpwnehis warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy fcornc drew ft riuers fro w his eyes, r 
And theuto driethem,gau J ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood ofprettie Rutland ; 

His curfesthcn from bitternelle offoule. 

Denounc'd again (1 thee, are fallen vponthee, 

And God, not wc, hath plagude thy bloodiedeed, 

S3- So iull is God to right the innocent. 

Haft, O twas the fouled deed to flay that babe* 

And the molt mercilelle that euer was heard of. 

A/.Ty rants thcmfclues Wept when it was reported, 

Dor/. No man butprophecied rcuengefor it. 
/^.Northumberland then prefcnt,wepr to fee it. 
/ftti.M*. What i were you fnarlmg all before 1 cams, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 
yfnd turne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuaile fo much with heauen,.. 
That Henries death.tny Iouely Edwards death, 

Their kingdomes lQirc,my woefull banilhment, 

Could all but anlvver for thatpeeuifli brat? 

Canourfcs pierce the cloudes, and enter heauen i 
Why then giue way dull clouds to my quicke curies; 

If not by warrei by furfet dieyour King. 

As oyr by murder, to makehim a King. 

>■" Edward 
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Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward aiy fon, which was Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violences. 

Thy feifea Qucene.for me that was a Qucene, 

Out liuc thy glory, like my wretched felfc : 

Long maift thou liueto waile thy childrens loiTc, 
Andfeeanother.as I fee thee how 
Decktin thy glorie, as thou art (laid in mine i 
Long die thy happiedaics before thy death, 

Andaftcr many lengthened houres'of greefe. 

Die neither mother, wi fe,nor England s Qucene^ 

Riuers and DorIet,you were Handers by, 

A nd fo was thou Lord Haftings.when my (bate 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you may liue your naturall age, 

But byfomevnlooktaccidcntcutofF. 

gio. Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
^ndleaue out theefftay dog,for thou fltalt heare 
If heauen haue any greeuousplague in (lore, ( me. 

Exceeding thole that I can wilh vpon thee : 

O let them keepe it till thy flnnes beripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace : 

The wormeofconfcience Hill begnaw thy foule. 

Thy friends fufpefl: for traytors whilft thouliueft, 

And take deepe traytors for thy deareft friends. 

No fleepeclofevp that deadly eyeof thine, 

VnlefTc it be whilft fometormentingdreame 
Affrights thee, with a hellof vgly diuels. 

Thou eluifli markt, abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that wall feald in thy natiuitie 
The flaue of nature, and the fonne of hell. 

Thou flaunder ofthy mothers heauiewomb, 

Thou loathed itfue of thy fathers loyncs. 

Thou rag ofhonour.thou deteftcd.&c. 

Glo. Margaret, 

Richard. Glo, Ha. 

S3 . M. I call the not. 

do, Tl^alcrie thee aercy .• for I had thought 

C * Thou. 




